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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
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Its simple. Its because he heard of Axl's breakup. It's because he still loved him. It was quite simple though he 


knows Axl doesn't love him the same. At least it was quite simple in his own mind. Love should be simple. 


Izzy rang the doorbell to the gigantic mansion which appeared larger due to the bright white paint reflecting 
the strong sunlight. He didn't have any idea how someone could live here alone or with just a few people. It 
seemed to not be comfortable or simple at all. How long would it take someone to go from the living room to 
the bedroom? Izzy preferred things to be simple, but Mr. W. Axl Rose preferred things to be exactly like this. 
Izzy didn't know any other guy who did these kinds of senseless things. He might admit he could find a lot of 
people here in Hollywood like this, but not around himself. Anyway, now he stood and waited for Axl. 


It took about five minutes. When Izzy saw the door arcing open he tried to force a smile for Axl, who he was 
expecting to open it, but it wasn't him, it was Beta. Her warm greeting turned diffident as she saw him and 


blocked the door way. 


"| don't know if he wants to see you." 

"Does he know it's me?" 

"Not yet" 

Izzy left Guns N' Roses before Beta began to help Axl so they didn't know each other well, but they still knew 
of each other. Izzy was Axl's best friend, a fact known throughout the entire world though they didn't speak 
much anymore. Beta was kind of famous in Hollywood in someways- she was known for being able to control 
Axl's temper. 


Izzy shrugged his shoulders. "Maybe we can try. Where is he?" 


Beta was kind enough to tell him that Axl was playing the piano in bad mood. He didn't want so see anyone and 
if he yelled at his former guitarist, it didn't mean anything. 


"| see. Thanks. | know how he is." 

"Of course you do." Beta smiled and let Izzy into the house to lead him to the piano room. "Personally, | 
appreciate your visit. Our boy has got it in his head that to be alone the rest of his life. Nobody in this world 
wants to be with him and he will die alone. He almost believes it" 


Izzy raised an eyebrow in inquiry. "You mean nobody will be in love with him or...?" 


| mean everyone. This includes you. Girls, friends, family.. everyone around him hates him. That's what he 


believes." 
"That's bullshit." 
"Yes." 


The whole idea was just shit, however Izzy could easily see how his friend got sucked into believing he was 
totally isolated. It had already happened once. Axl had to overcome this miserable fear after his divorce. He 
had clung to Izzy in tears, sobbing in his arms with the words, "Say you're not gonna leave me," on his lips. At 


the time Axl had a friend he could trust, but now it was worse. He didn't trust anyone. 


Izzy and Beta's long journey to the piano room gave Izzy plenty of time to sympathize with his dearest one 


who was now in deep sorrow. He also couldn't stop thinking about Axl's complicated life. 


‘| just wanna see the guy, didn't expect the never ending walk to get there. So ridiculous. Izzy thought as they 


continued down the halls. 


"Sucks." He muttered in mild irritation. 


Beta looked at him with a sad smile. She seemed to have mistakenly thought he was commenting on Axl's 


current depression. He ignored it, it didn't make any difference anyway. 
Finally Beta stopped in front of a closed door. "He might not be here. Do you hear any sound?" 


Izzy shook his head. He didn't hear any beautiful music he used to love. She opened the door then immediately 
closed it again. He shook his head and asked, "He isn't there?" 


"No." She said shortly. It gave him some small disappointment. Izzy loved how Axl played the piano. Though his 


long fingers moved awkwardly on the keys and played a bit rough, he was passionate on the piano. 

"Do you want to check his bedroom?" 

"Why not?" 

While they walked along another long hallway Beta mumbled, "Do you mind if | ask? Are you seeing anyone?" 
Though she looked hesitant she continued, "I know | should not ask you this, but you know, Axl is irritated and 
will avoid you if.. if you are..” 

"He won't tolerate me being happy with a particular woman, huh?" 

"| know it doesn't make sense. But..uh.”" 

"Oh, don't hold it back. We've hung out since we were fourteen. | know him well, maybe much better than you.’ 
He grinned broadly, knowing his answer was going to disappoint her and wanting to soften what he was about to 
say. He let the grin drop and let seriousness color his words, "And my answer is No. But worse than No. l'm 
married." 

Beta stopped walking. "Oh.." she whispered. It was definitely unpleasant news. 

She then rolled her eyes. "Hope our boy doesn't lose his temper," she said and pointed to a door. They hadn't 
stopped because she was surprised by the revelation he was married like he had thought, but because they 


made it to the master bedroom. 


"Axl? Are you sleeping? May | come in?" Beta called in a low voice as she turned the door knob. She made her 


voice as sweet as possible, just as if she were his real mom. 
A familiar, unclear groan came out. They both entered the room as she signaled for Izzy to follow with eyes. 


Axl had smothered himself in a thick blanket. He had curled himself into a ball with his back to the both of 
them. Only his strawberry blond hair showed from the top. Beta slowly touched his back "Axl, your friend is 


here." 
Axl was obviously not asleep. He replied immediately, "Who?" 
"Mr. Izzy Stradlin. He's your friend, right?" 


Even as she spoke he yelled like a little kid from beneath the blanket, "NO! Not now. He's a fucking bastard. Tell 
him to fuck off." 


Yes, he was totally infantile. Izzy used to feel disgusted every time Axl was fussy when he was in the band, 


but now he just felt love for the other man. Such an adorable boy. Axl didn't notice Izzy yet. 
"Don't act like that. He's your best friend." Beta maternally stroked his back. 
"| SAID NO! You know he double-crossed us." 


All the sudden, he thrust his blanket aside jumped out of bed and screamed, "Go and tell him to fuck off" 


‘Oh, shit!" His eyes became wide and he made a fist and nearly sprang at Izzy. "What the hell are you doing 


here?" 


"Don't hit him." Beta grabbed Axl's fist. He shook her hands off and turned to her. His pale skin flushed 
immediately making him look like a kid. 


"Did you let him in? What the fuck! | thought you were on my side and now you let him in my fucking place!" 
"You know l'm always on your side." 

"Jesus!" 

He turned to Izzy and glared fiercely at him with rage. His beautiful green eyes narrowed in the glower. 

Oh, how beautiful he was! Izzy couldn't take his eyes off of him. They hadn't seen each other for more than a 
year. He had been anxious to see him and wanted to hold him in his arms. The front man standing by the bed 
full of rage reminded him of the days on the stage together. The sexiest vocalist in the world. The way he 
writhed and twisted, stroked his ‘serpentine’ and leaned on Izzy with a sweet scent. The way his shout was an 
aphrodisiac moan.. All of it made Izzy libido grow. Oh, God! Now Axl was exactly the same as the days on stage. 
"Don't stare at me bitch." 


"Axl, l'm just worried about you." 


"| don't see anything that should make you worried." 


"| do. You shut yourself in your house, stay in bed, and wrap yourself up in a blanket. You feel down" 


The baritone voice filled the room. "No, I'm in good health and quite cheerful. | appreciate your kindness." Axl 


then laid back down on the bed, crossing his arms. 


Beta smiled with a sort of cheerfulness, being as she was the actual cheerful one in the room, not Axl. "ld 
better leave you two alone," She said in a soft tone, breaking the tension between the two men. She kept 
showing her motherly affection and in the end that helped Izzy a lot. He wasn't scared of Axl at all, of course, 


but at the same time he hated to have to quarrel with him. No matter who he deal with, he always hated to 


quarrel. 


"Whatever," Axl mumbled and closed his eyes. 


Chapter 2 


Author's Notes: 
Thank you for envygreen's support. She helped to beta my story since I'm not a native English speaker. 


Axl didn't move an inch. His smooth strawberry blond hair was spread across the pillow shining like silk. His 
blush faded, emphasizing the red of his lips. The contrast of red lips to white skin was perfect. Izzy stared at 
him. Something he hadn't done for a long time, not even when he had been in the band. He loved Axl and his Axl 
loved girls, what could he do? 


'His' Axl. 


The strawberry blond was always ‘My Axl' in his mind. It would be ‘my redhead’ or sometimes it was ‘my Bilt. 
He's loved him, pretending it was only as a best friend, since they started hanging out. 


"You can see l'm almost asleep. Why the hell are you standing there like an idiot? Fuck off and never come 


back." Axl said clearly from where he lay. Axl hadn't fallen asleep, he didn't even sound tired at all, 
"I said I'm worried about you." 


"| don't see your point but, fine. Forget any thoughts about me that come to your fucking head. That's none of 


your business.” 


Axl responded to every single remark Izzy made. It was surprising. Izzy thought Axl would totally ignore him 
and had actually prepared for it. Once his redhead made up his mind to have nothing to do with someone he 
was done with them. Things are black and white in his mind. Never gray. Izzy had prepared to be coldly ignored 
but it seemed he made a wrong judgement. 


"Hey, we are friends, man" He said to Axl whose eyes were still closed. 
Yy y 


"We WERE good friends. So fucking what? You were the one who broke our friendship. Shut your fucking mouth 


and just let me sleep. Get out." 


"| never broke our friendship." 


Izzy knew Axl believed he caused their fractured friendship, but he'd never broke it. He kept telling Axl that he 
intended to help GN'R. He was always ready for it, in fact. Writing songs or playing a guitar as a guest player 
or whatever. Axl pretended not to listen to him at that time but Izzy knew he did. How could Izzy abandon his 
bandmate, best friend and his sweetheart? Never. Though he left GN'R, it didn't mean he walked out on both 
Axl and the band. 


"You did!" Axl opened his eyes as he sat up in his bed. "Remember? | pleaded with you to stay behind again and 
again, and you were too cold to stay with us!" His voice became higher and higher until it was almost like a 


scream. 


Izzy expected more yelling. Yelling at him, blaming him, and even punching him. Again, he made a wrong 


judgement. 
Axl bit his lower lip. His eyes flooded with tears without a word. His silky hair fell along his jaw line and the end 
of his bangs stroked his delicate collarbone exposed by the deep neckline of his Marlboro T-shirt. Now he 


snuffled with a shiver. Izzy reached to for him, hoping that touching him could give relief to him somehow. 


"Don't touch me." Izzy was met with a strong refusal before his hand reached Axl's shoulder. Axl looked at him 
and said with a sob in his voice, "Why did you come here?" 


Izzy repeated again, “I'm worried about you" 

"Why are you worried? We haven't talked in so long” 

"| heard about your break-up’ 

"Fuck youl" Axl cried out and threw pillows at Izzy one after another until Izzy said stop 


It was obvious that his answer made Axl lose his temper. His face flushed again. "A happily married man trying 
to comfort a wretched single. It's fucking hilarious, isn’t it? And | bet all of your efforts are gonna be in vain" 


"Hey! | am not making fun of you. You are my best friend" 

"Not my friend anymore." 

"OK then, | WAS your friend. Axl, listen, you should know you're not alone.” 

"What? Why do you think | believe that? Of course l'm not alone!" 

"No, you're not. But you do think it!" 

"Are you a fucking therapist or something?" 

They stood face to face, both with shoulders raised in agitation and glared each other. 

Izzy looked down at the wooden floor to avoid his gaze and mumbled. "Sorry, | shouldn't yell at you." 


Axl sat on the bed covering his face with his hands, sobbing again. "You drive me nuts." 


Izzy paced back and forth in the room. The only sound his footsteps and sobbing. Neither of them could say a 
word for a while. Izzy kept pacing, Axl kept sobbing. 


"Tell me the truth, Izzy." Axl said in a hoarse voice, finally breaking the silence. 


"The truth?" Izzy stopped, his gaze went to the top of the redhead. He didn't move, not seeming to mind his 


stare. 


"You said I'm not alone. Well, this is damn stupid ‘cause | know I'm not, but you're the one who ran away from 


me. So you should tell me why." 
I've Told you the reasons again and again." 


"You couldn't convince yourself to stay due to the circumstances of the band, you hated being controlled by 
me, blah blah blah. Did you think | believed them? Did you really think you could hide the truth from me? If 
you claim you are my best friend | can say I've been your best friend for more than fucking fifteen years. So 


| know you very well. Why is it always so hard to talk to you? You didn't speak your mind to me at all." 


That was true. Izzy was tired being controlled by Axl even though he loved him. He hated the RẸR business 
that he had to be involved with. However, these were not the exact reason as Axl pointed out. He could no 
longer stand that his redhead was affectionate with someone else. This reality hurt over and over as if 
somebody cut out his heart every single day. His redhead sang love songs emotionally, bringing the specific girl 
to his mind. It nearly made his ears bleed. Of course he didn't reveal his real intentions, in fact he couldn't, and 


he never would. He chose separation rather than confessing his longtime love. 

| didn't hide anything," 

"Don't bullshit me." 

"Oh, Axl." Izzy whispered. 

His Axl lifted his head and was determined to glare at him, tears still flowed without a pause. It seemed that 
he would force Izzy to tell the truth. Izzy paced back and forth again, this time he moved his legs restlessly 
and didn't notice it showed how thrown off balance he was. 

"See? You ain't a good liar." 

Axl stood and grabbed his shoulder. Izzy shrugged him off. 

When he left his house, Izzy never intended to tell him everything or to lead him in a new relationship. Was it 


such a wrong thing to want to comfort your old friend who obviously felt down? Izzy was ready to seeing the 
vocalist. He had overcome his terrible heartbreak so he would be all right to show his caring friendship. He 


was certain he wouldn't pour out his true feelings to his redhead. 
“There was nothing." 
"All right then, goodbye Izzy. | don't need a lie." 


Axl wiped the tears off his cheeks, walked to the door and opened it giving Izzy a cynical smile. He meant 
goodbye for good. Izzy walked to the windows which was opposite from the door. The skies were aglow with the 
setting sun The sun had been shining brightly down on this huge mansion when he rang the doorbell. Had he 
really been here that long? He gave out the sigh. Would it be better to make a declaration of love? Did it 
soothe him? This moment could be the very end of everything. But Axl made his mind up anyway, whether he 
told him the truth or not it could end up the same. Izzy wanted to avoid hurting himself, but come to think of 
it, he lost his love when they were Bill and Jeff. 


Izzy whispered. 


"| love you.” 


Chapter 3 
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"Yeah, | used to love you too. Why are you still talking about our past friendship? " Axl asked. 
Izzy didn't turn around. He couldn't. He couldn't watch his feelings be refused 


"|. love you. I've loved you since back in Indiana. |..you know..." He kept his gaze directed outside. The setting 


sun turned everything it touched a deep orange. 


"You... love me?" Axl said very slowly, voice cracking. After a long silence he whispered, "Why didn't you tell 


me?" 
"How could |? You hate faggots, you got married and then divorced, then found another-" 
"Cause you started to go out with girls first!" 


"What?" Not only did Axl stop him mid-sentence when he was trying to explain himself, but that comment 
didn't make any sense. Confused, Izzy turned around to face the irritated man behind him. "| was explaining why 


| didn't tell you the truth.’ 
The redhead slammed the door closed. "And | said why | got married” 


"Wait, wait. Don't mix the things here. | went out with girls, yep, | even slept with girls when you were still 
virgin. | loved you but | couldn't treat you like them. When our goddamn classmates yelled at you, ‘Hey you. 
Faggot! You'd better get dressed as a woman, you hit every single one of them until they shed blood" 


Fourteen-year-old Bill was a beautiful boy with his long silky hair. He was a bit shorter than others. Basically 
he was quiet and very shy with everybody so he usually followed after Jeff. Their classmates gossiped "Bill 
this. Bill that" in a mocking way. 


The two boys didn't bring it up in their conversation Jeff was already feeling more than friendship for Bill. He 
knew he ought to deny the rumor for Bill's honor as his best friend, but he ignored what he had to do. He put 
his hope in it instead. There could be a chance that Bill might have the same feelings for Jeff. 


"Do you want a girlfriend?" Jeff asked him once, indirectly, in place of "Do you like me?" It was a bit of a 
gamble. If Bill said no, he still had a chance. 


"Maybe." Bill mumbled and pursed his lips into a frown. 
Jeff wanted a straight answer. He smiled, "C'mon, you wanna kiss a girl, huh?" 


Bill gazed at him. Then he looked down at his hands. He again looked up at Jeff and down at his hands. He 
repeated the motion several times and finally he opened his mouth to whisper "Yes" with tears in his eyes. 


"You're not gay. Me neither." 


That was it. Bill didn't like him the same. For good or for bad, innocent Bill still followed after Jeff after this 
conversation. He still sat next to Jeff, giving him a sweet smile as always. When his orange hair fluttered in 
the wind the delicate scent bloomed in the air. Jeff felt butterflies in his stomach, even he was getting a little 
hard himself. Now it was time for seeing somebody else otherwise he was quite capable of robbing Bill of his 


virginity. 


It was not hard for Jeff to find a girl. He knew his charm attracted some girls and all he had to do was picked 
one of them. Bill found out about his new girlfriend very quickly. "Congratulations." Bill had said surlily and 


stomped out of the classroom. 


Axl sneered at Izzy with such a scorn. "Is this true? You seemed to really enjoyed your new life in LA. without 
me. You were the one who left me in Lafayette. You always decided how to live as if | didn't exist" 


Eventually Izzy left Axl twice and he knew Axl was never gonna forgive him for that, but what could he do 
instead? Everything he wanted was always right there where could he easily touch it but couldn't have it. 


‘Oh, please Axl. It was very hard to be around you, it was always fucking hard to see you kiss somebody. | 
didn't wanna hurt you. How could |-" 


"You kissed somebody else, too." 

"Was it your business? Fucking impossible! You were busy with girls so you didn't care about me. " 

"Yes, it was. Why did you hide that? If | knew-" 

"You were so nice to me that you would allow me to be in unrequited love with you, huh? No way." 

"Stop finishing my sentences! You jerk! You bastard! You..oh, what an ass you are!" 

It was the most mentally exhausting time Izzy ever had. Axl, the love of his life, denied him with simple words 
like an ass. Everything was over. Izzy literally lost his love. He wasn't sure if he could get over this cold and 
emphatic denial but the best option he had at the moment was bolting for the door. He didn't need to face this 


anymore. 


"Whatever. You got the truth. | hope you are satisfied. | gotta go." 


"No, you cant!" The shrill voice cried. Axl still stood against the door as if he was trying to block the other 


man from leaving. 
"You said you used to love me. And you still love me, right? Then you have to pay for that." 


It got worse. Izzy thought it was the most exhausting time when Axl called him an ass, but maybe he had to 


endure another pain now. 
"God! Pay for that? You treat me cruelly." 


"You've done it to me a lot! And now you're gonna try to run away from me once again. Have you ever listen 


to me? Never!" 

"What? I've always been on your side." 

Though Izzy was totally tired of this heated exchange, he couldn't ignore the way Axl talked about their past. 
If Axl refused his love, that would be okay, he knew it anyway, but Axl denying he had ever loved him in the 
first place was more than he wanted to deal with. 

"Yeah, right. You were sweet, so sweet that you left me without regret. | came to LA. after you, | wanted to 
be your best friend again, then | saw you and a bitch completely involved in each other. You never knew how 
that hurt me." 

"Man, this is pointless." 

"No, it's kinda simple. | kept chasing you and we formed a band" 


"Hey, being a rock star was your fucking dream! | don't owe you that." 


"Don't interrupt me. You told me to sing in high tone so | did You told me to put my hair up like Michael 


Monroe so | did. You named me Axl so | called myself.” 

"| didn't name you, man. | just said it would be cool.” 

‘Its the damn same!" 

Axl kept expounding on their past. Was it such an important thing? They would never see each other again- at 
least not while the both of them were still breathing if Izzy went by how Axl had talked Why did they have to 
look back at their old days? Axl looked like he didn't care about the guy he'd just dumped and who was hurt. He 


only concentrated on what he was going to say. 


That was enough. 


Fucking enough for Izzy. He didn't need to face this continual rejection of his love. He took a deep breath and 


shrugged his shoulders. All he wanted was to finishing this meaningless conversation immediately. 
"So what are you talking about?" 


"Don't you get what I'm saying, yet? Alright, lets go on. Right now you look bored, exactly the same as when | 
showed you the Sweet Child lyrics I'd just done." 


"| looked bored? | understood this song was about you and your ex-wife. We all knew it because it was: 
"How come | sang ‘he's got a smile’ to the kids?" 

"He? Y--you liked a man? " 

"Shit! You are such a douche! Think about my fucking childhood memories. Who was there?" 


Izzy was at a complete loss for words. Axl sounded like he was talking about love. Love between two men. Oh.. 
Did Axl used to love him? What the fuck! He was blind to have missed so much during the days they were in 
the band. No, he had to admit he had been missing things since the days back in Lafayette. Now he had to say 
something. Something like I'm sorry and | love you. But he hesitated. What if he was wrong? What if Axl was 
talking about their friendship but not love? What if he stupidly flattered himself that his strawberry blonde 
used to love him? Tons of thoughts ran through his head. They strongly warned him not to believe his guess 
otherwise he would get a terrible heartbreak, which he'd just overcome, again. He swallowed. All he could do 


was covering his mouth with his hand. 
‘Seems you still need me to go on" Axl was frustrated and irritated so his voice got lower. 


" ‘Her hair reminds me of a warm safe place where as a child I'd hide’ Don't tell me you don't have any idea 


where | ran away when my damn stepfather hit me." 


It was Jeff. Little Bill ran along a dark alley and threw pebbles to Jeff's window. Once Jeff opened it for him, he 
climbed the wall to get in the room. Mostly Bill ran to Jeff in the night. Bill said nothing. He delicately slipped in 
Jeff's bed and curved his arms around the other boy's torso. Sometimes he placed his head into the crook of 
Jeff's neck. A safe place meant in the arms of Jeff underneath the layers of the blankets. A warm place 
meant his neck which was filled with the scent of his hair. 


"Axe..." 


"| dont wanna hear you say | didn't write his hair." Axl muttered with downcast eyes with his head down as he 
got sulky. Or maybe he got really embarrassed to open his heart to Izzy. 


"No, no, | don't." Izzy whimpered. "Can | touch you now?" 


lm the one who gets to be angry. And | told you that you have to pay for all the stuff you did to me, 


remember?" 
"Yeah, but | wanna hold you. Its okay, right?" 


Axl didn't say anything. He just leaned on the door and looked up at Izzy. 


Chapter 4 
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Even in the dim light of the approaching nightfall Izzy was captured by Axl's beautiful eyes as he gazed at 
him. Izzy immediately reached for him and pulled Axl tight against his chest and nuzzled his neck breathing in 


his sweet intoxicating aroma into his lungs. 
"My Axl" The words were awkward on his tongue. It was the first time he had ever said them out loud. 
Axl nervously put his arms around the taller man's shoulders. "Y-your Axl?" he stammered. 


"My Axl" This time he stated it clearly, confidently. "I can't believe you're in my arms. You don't know how long 


lve dreamed of this." 
"| do." Axl whispered into Izzy's ear. "Show me your face." 


Izzy pulled back to rested their foreheads together and gently ran his fingertips over the red stubbly beard. 
Noses touching lightly, Izzy inched forward until he felt Axl's warm breath against his lips leaving their lips 
almost, but not quite, meeting. He was thirsting to kiss those lips. He could easily bridge the gap between them, 
but he didn't. The action of not kissing was more sensual than a kiss. 


His dream came true so suddenly he wasn't sure if he could push their relationship forward that fast. 

"IFs like you don't have much experience in dating." Axl laughed. 

The open invitation was too much for Izzy to hold back. He shoved his tongue into Axl's open and willing mouth. 
The soft caressing of tongues quickly turning into a hot, messy, sloppy kiss. Izzy ran his fingertips down the 
other man's chin until they rested against the delicate vein in his neck. Axl let out a soft moan in reply. 

They broke the kiss and stared into each other's eyes while they panted softly. Izzy leaned back in toward Axl 


once he caught his breath, Axl moved his head away to ward off a second kiss. Instead he dropped his head to 


rub his cheek against Izzy's collarbone. 


"I think maybe it's time to stop and think." Axl said quietly, resting against Izzy. 

"Mhm?" Izzy kissed the hair whorl and waited for Axl to follow up on the comment. His brown dreadlocks fell 
against and mingled with the red hair as he put his cheek on his boy's head. Axl didn't say anything. He just 
heaved a sigh. 


"What is it? Tell me whatever it is you want. All the matters to me right now is that you're with me." Izzy 
ran his fingers lightly across Axl's high cheekbones. "You know there's nothing | want more than this." 


Axl didn't respond to the words. He tucked in his chin and mumbled a "That tickles." 


The deep breath Axl drew in was the sound of him making up his mind about something. Izzy didn't know what 
the man in his arms was trying to say but he gently held him until his back stiffened. 


When Axl finally spoke he had his eyes fixed on the floor, determined to not to look at the taller man who was 
trying to make eye contact with him. "Why don't we forget about this? We should just stay the childhood 
friends we have always been. And- and-" 

He took another deep breath. 

"Nothing happened" He said it under his breath and closed his trembling lips tightly. 

Izzy gasped in surprise and confusion Did Axl just say "Nothing Happened?" Why the hell would they force 
themselves to stupidly play at being best friends for the rest of their lives? Axl blamed Izzy for not speaking 
up about his feelings. Now that they knew their love was no longer unrequited- clearly Axl wanted this as 


much as Izzy did- he was suddenly saying he wanted to act as though "nothing happened’? 


Izzy peered down at the man who kissed him back passionately just minutes ago. "That doesn't work, dear." He 


could see a teardrop forming in the corner of Axl's eye. 


Axl refused to look at him, "It's about your wife. l'm not gonna share you with her. Never. She wouldn't do it 


either as a matter of course.” 


Izzy had intended to explain his wife. Their marriage wasn't about love, but friendship. However, before he had 
a chance to explain, Axl stopped him. 


"Are you stepping down for her?" Izzy asked softly, not wanting to cause Axl to tear up again 


‘lm saying I'm not as cheap as you think | am. You want to have an affair, and | am sure you will have fun, 


but remember," Axl's voice took on a sharp tone, "I am not your easy lover." 


‘lm not playing with love." 


Axl's response was quick. "So you're getting a divorce tomorrow, huh?" 
"No, but yes, in the future. I'm certain 
On hearing this any threat of tears was gone. "Very funny, Stradlin. A nice typical cheater's answer." 


Axl shoved at Izzy's shoulder so he could push his way out of Izzy's embrace and shrugged away from Izzy's 


attempted to catch hold of him again. He flipped on the bedside lamp and sat on the bed. 


Izzy followed after him and gazed down at him. "Look. She knows you're the only one in my heart. After | quit 
our band and wanted to skip town to hide someplace in the middle of nowhere, she even indicated that I'd never 


get you out of my head no matter where | settled down" 


Green eyes were wide open. "What the hell is this all about? God knows she fucking belongs to you, but you 
are telling me you are up for cheating on her with her understanding?" Axl's snort of disdain caused the 
curtain of bangs he was glaring at Izzy through to flutter, "You are full of shit” 


Izzy squatted down at Axl's feet. "Me and my wife are friends." He replied calmly, gently stroking the red bangs 


before moving them back from the green eyes. 


Axl, obviously puzzled about what he heard, studied the man sitting before him. A small light of hope gleamed 
from his eyes. He acted as if he would be fine with Izzy being with his wife and never coming back to Axl for 
the rest of his life, but the small light in his green eyes showed that Axl longed to be with Izzy deep inside his 
heart. 


Izzy felt a bit of confidence in himself. When Axl revealed his secret Izzy could hardly believe it. But now, it 
was pretty obvious they needed each other. 


Izzy pressed tender little kisses on each of Axl's eyelids. Smiled at him and gently said, "There are no feelings in 


our marriage." 


Axl took a cigarette off the nightstand and lit it. "You bullshit me again. | said I'm not so cheap to be taken in 
by such a trick. Its no use to try to persuade me, you asshole." 


"| don't underestimate you." Izzy said. Axl puffed out a breath of smoke and glanced at Izzy. 
Izzy knew people assumed Axl was a man who was selfish all the time. And that was true in a way, however, 
on the other hand he kept a deep affection inside of him that was enormously hard to see. Izzy was probably 


the only person on earth who could make it out. 


Izzy held Axl's pale hand and drew circles on the back of it with his thumb. "Let me finish, please?" He asked, 
then slowly began explaining what Axl had called a trick. 


When Izzy and his wife started dating he had hoped to erase Axl from his mind. Her smile was pretty and he 
thought that if they keep seeing each other he would soon fall for her. At the time he was completely worn 
out by the madness of the band- one day he hated his vocalist who was late and another day he was tired of 
dealing with this lead guitarist and bassist who were always stoned. However, the next morning when he was 
awake, lying between freshly laundered sheets, he felt a small but warm sympathy for all of them. They had a 
tight bond once. He simply couldn't kick his friends out of his life. 

In this insanity, her smile brought him some relief from his pain. He said to himself, "I can love her." 

He tried and tried He put an enormous effort into falling in love with her. 

It didn't end as he expected it would 

Hurt and depressed. Izzy depended on her sweetness, but Axl was still his first. As always. Love in itself is not 
like a feasibility and an attempt, it should be a spontaneous joy. He knew it and yet he was eager to believe 
that there was still a ray of hope. 

One night she quietly said, "You love Axl" in the dim light of her room. 


Izzy didn't argue. "Are you gonna leave me?" 


"No." She smiled at Izzy brushing her hair back with her fingers. She took her time as she turned away from 
him and went to the fridge. Izzy watched as she pulled out two bottles of water and came back to him. 


She handed one of the bottles to him. "We should get married” 

"| cant love you back" 

"No, | know it | need someone | can rely on, just as you see the same thing in me" 
"You don't love me. Is that what you're saying? 


"| like you." She sipped her water. "I loved you. It's very frustrating that you keep loving someone who is 
always thinking about someone else, you know. My ardor for you has already cooled” 


With a soft smile on her lips she asked, "Do you like me?" 
"| really do." 


"Deal?" 


"Deal" Izzy tapped his plastic bottle against hers. "I'll let you go when you find your soulmate." 


At some point in life people cannot live alone. Both Izzy and his wife needed someone who watched over them 


all the time. 


“There's nothing wrong with loving someone in your heart. You can talk to me when you miss Axl" She gave 


him in a warm hug, "I'm a good listener." 


When Izzy finished speaking, Axl extinguished his cigarette in the ashtray on the nightstand. Izzy continued 
tracing a circle across the back of Axis hand with his thumb. The quizzical look faded from Axl's face, but he 
still frowned at Izzy. 


"She's practically not my wife and | am not playing a silly game." Axl sniffed, but Izzy continued on, "Do you 
wanna come to our place someday? She'll be very happy if all of us get together and have lunch or something. 


| promise I'll divorce her when she finds someone to watch over her." 


"A man and a woman cannot be friends for such a long time, especially when they live in the same house." 


Axl's voice was softened and he was watching Izzy's hand holding his own. 


Izzy sat next to him wrapping his arms around Axl's thin waist. "Who knows? A man and a man are in love 


with each other. Right here, right now" He rested his chin on Axl's shoulder. 


Axl curved his back to settle into Izzy's arms. "Well, if you want it this way, we can go with it. We can take 


this slow and see how it goes." 

He stated it in a calm but clear tone of voice. It reminded Izzy that Axl was a king in the band. He tried to take 
the initiative in everything. Probably he thought a ‘this love puts me at the top of the world thing wasn't 
right to say, acting as if he was able to live without Izzy could push him to the throne. Technically his 
boyfriend's love should be much deeper than his. It wasn't a big deal for Izzy no matter how Axl behaved. Axl 
belonged to him right now at this moment, he literally became ‘his' Axl. 

They sat without a word. During peace Izzy enjoyed the sweet scent of the red hair. "You're warm." 

"You can stay." Axl replied, shifting and leaning all of his weight onto Izzy. 

"Oh yeah?" Izzy couldn't help grinning broadly at the back of Axl. Stay? Who could call this a slow start to a 
relationship? Izzy thought it was his turn. Axl had been blaming Izzy for more than several hours. Who could 
blame Izzy for making fun of Axl to get even? 


Izzy put his nose on the back of the other man's head. "How about Beta? She'll care about us." 


"She knows me very well." 


"Ah, does she know there's something between us?" Izzy used to the ‘something’ on purpose. He wanted "I love 
you" from his boyfriend. Axl had said it in other words time and time again, but never gave the exact words 


to him. It was about time for Axl to do it. 


‘lm saying it looks that way." Axl sugarcoated his words though he obviously realized that Izzy caught what 
exactly it was that Beta knew. The very shy l4 year old Bill came back. 


"That way? What does she know?" Izzy's body shook not to burst into laughter. 


| know you're laughing at me. Stop it" Axl turned his face to Izzy and poked him in the ribs with his elbow. 
Izzy made no apologies for cracking up laughing. Axl hit him again. "Stop laughing!" 


Izzy roared with laughter for a while, then cupped his boyfriend's beautiful face. "I wanna hear you say ‘I love 
you." 


"I hate your dreadlocks." 
The shy boy grew into an obstinate guy. Izzy smirked at him. "I like your stubby beard." 


"Fuck you." When Axl pushed Izzy with an annoyed look, an uncomfortable voice came in from the outside of 


the room. 

"Boys it's time to eat." 

Beta was knocking on the door. 

"Coming!" Axl shouted back immediately and stood by the bed. 

Beta said "Alright" in a very small voice as if she wanted to leave as soon as possible, then she actually did. 
"Shit, she believes we're in the middle of fucking." 


‘Its gonna become true sooner or later." Izzy dragged Axl down and laid him on his back on his bed. He held 


down Axl's shoulders when Axl was about to crawl away. 
"Get out" 

‘| will, after you say you love me." 

“Supper comes first." 


"Come onl" lzzy intoned. 


Axl ignored Izzy being on top of him. He looked at the white wall over his head and stayed flat on his back for 
some time. Izzy got impatient and pushed down on his shoulders again. Axl rolled his eyes with a deep, fake 
sigh, raised his head and finally mumbled, "I love you" into Izzy's ear. He then slipped out of the bed right away. 
Satisfied, Izzy let him escape. Axl headed straight out the door toward the kitchen without waiting for Izzy, his 
ears flushed red. Izzy chased after him with a toothy grin. 


Izzy's misinterpretation and silence caused for a long journey. Izzy believed that he himself always went by 
simpler ways, but looking back at his past, he wasn't simple at all. He pretended to be in love with someore else 
to escape either physically or mentally when he should have stuck. He hurt the man who he should treasure 
most. Izzy should have just said that he loved Axl. What a waste. After so long, Izzy had to man up. He wasn't 


a cowardly teenager anymore, he wasn't in his smug twenties either. He was different back then. 


He could handle it. Love should be simple. 


